XI

THE revolving door of the little bar never remained still
for a moment. The circle of tables pressed closer and closer
on the dancing couples, beneath whose feet the leather
floor-covering, like the wild-ass's skin, continually shrank. In the
contracted space the dances were no more than vertical jerkings.
The women sat jammed together on the settees and laughed
when they noticed on bare arms the mark of an involuntary
caress. The one called Gladys and her companion put on their
fur coats.

"You staying?"

Larousselle protested that they were leaving just as things
might get amusing. With his hands thrust into his pockets, u^-
steady on his feet, and his paunch sticking out provocatively, he
went across and perched himself on a high stool The barman
burst out laughing, as did the young men to whom he was
explaining with considerable pride the ingredients of a special
aphrodisiac cocktail of his own invention. Maria, alone at her
table, took another sip of champagne and put down her glass.
She smiled vaguely, utterly indifferent to Raymond's proximity.
What passion might occupy her mind he could not know* She
was armed against him, separated from him, by the accumulated
experiences of seventeen years. Like a dazed and blinded diver
he fought his way to the surface, up from the dead past. But the
only thing in the unclear backward of time that really belonged
wholly to him was a narrow path, quickly traversed, between
walls of clotted darkness. With his nose to the ground he had
followed the scent, oblivious to all others that might cross it But
this was no place for dreaming. Across the smoky room and the
crowd of dancing couples Maria gave him a hasty glance, then
turned away. Why had he not even smiled at her* He dreaded
to think that after all these years the youth that once he had been
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